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^^Our Servants/^ 

A FARCE COMEDY IN ONE ACT. 



CHARACTERS. 

MRS. CATHERINE McCARTHY, cook. 
NANNIE, chambermaid, her niece. 
MRS. JANE BRIDGETS, housekeeper. 
BURTON, coachman. 
PHILIP, groom. 
JACK, man servant 
JOSEPH STEELE. 



Place. — A gentleman's house. 



Scenery. — Elegantly furnished parlor, with one door in 
centre, and two side doors. To the left a window. In the 
centre of the stage a round table covered with rich velvet 
cover, and surrounded by easy chairs; in the background a 
small sofa. On the table an elegant coffee set, all pieces 
being of cut glass and china; silver knives and spoons. 



List of FwQVEBTizs.^Elegantly furnished room. Tables, 
easy chairs. Coffee service of china, cut glass dishes, silver 
spoons, knives and forks, A short clay pipe. Market basket, 
filled with packages. 



SCENE I. 

(Catherine and Burton sitting at the table. Philip, with 
his back to the audience, stands before a mirror fixing his 
collar and necktie. Jack resting on the sofa. Later, Nan- 
nie and Jane.) ,,^,^,^^, ,^ Google 



4 '^ OUR SERVANTS." 

Burton (comfortably seated in an easy chair, and smoking 
a short clay pipe. He wears top-boots, tight knee-pants, red 
waistcoat and short stable-jacket). The morning feed is a 
long time coming.- 

Catherine. Jane is keeping us waiting; but it will be all 
the better when it does come. 

Burton. Sure enough! Say, Catherine, looking at you 
makes me feel good. You can't be far from forty, and you 
grow 'andsomer every day. (Looks at her pleasantly.) 

Catherine. You don't say so. Burton! 

Burton (aside). Supposin' I ax her now! — No, no, 
we hain't got 'nuff. 

Nannie (entering from the right; she wears a dainty lace 
cap). Good morning, ladies and gentlemen; good morning, 
dear auntie. 

Burton. The top of the momin' to ye. 

Philip and Jack. Good morning, young lady ! ^(Are very 
attentive to her, and each brings a chair for her to the 
table.) 

Nannie (condescendingty) . Gents, don't be so pressing! 
(Goes to Catherine and kisses her hand.) How did you 
rest last night, dear aunt? 

Catherine. Not so badly, under the circumstances; and 
you? 

Nannie. Cupid favored me with lovely dreams. 

Philip. I hope it did not hurt you. 

Nannie. What do you know about it, you prosaistic 
man? To you, dear aunt, I will blushingly confess that. I 
dreamed of a young man, whose acquaintance I made at the 
theatre last night. He was a man to the manner ll>orn,.of 
lovely constitution, fit to move in our circle, a little forward 
and bold, though ; but that only added to his attractions. 

Catherine. That was a very significant dream. I hope 
it will be fulfilled. You know, Nannie dear, I firmly be- 
lieve in dreams, and don't care what people say who pretend 
to know better, and say dreams come from the stomach. I 
too had this night a wonderful dream. Listen ! I dreamed 
I was alone in a large, v;ide, wide room, and all around me 
it was dark and spooky. All at once it grew bright, the 
door opened, and there entered 

(Jane enters with the coffee pot.) 

Burton (interrupting her ; laughingly) , The coffee pot! 

Catherine, You're horrid ! 
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OUR SERVANTS. ' 5 

Burton. Ain't we going to get any feed? I am so hun- 
gry I could nibble at the crib ! 

Jane. But, Papa Burton, you talk so stableish, it almost 
smells of hay and straw. 

Burton. Yes, dear, that's natural ; that's my hoccupation. 

Nannie. Yes, indeed; the impress of the stable is all 
over him. 

Burton. Every time. 

Philip (standing behind Nannie's chair). So, Miss Nan- 
nie, you have dreamed of another man? Is my love noth- 
ing to yotl ? 

Catherine. Stop that there! I allow no love-making at 
my own fireside! Remember that, Mr. Philip. Nannie is 
promised to Oshkosh, Wis. It was so decided at the last 
family gathering of the McCarthys and the Bridgets. 

Nannie. Calm yourself, dear aunt. I have not yet sup- 
pressed my heart sufficiently to accept unconditionally a 
family verdict in such matters. Can I help it if passions 
arise? Is it my fault if nature has endowed me with rare 
gifts? 

Catherine. Jane, dear, you are keeping us waiting a long 
time to-day for our breakfast. 

Jane. Yes; I am a little late to-day, because I had to 
dress up and get myself ready to do the marketing. Be- 
sides, the hair-dresser kept me waiting such a long time. 
What shall we have for dinner to-day? What would the 
ladies and gents like? 

Jack (eating and drinking). Corned beef and cabbage. 

Nannie. Nobody asked for your opinion, Jack. Corned 
beef and cabbage, the dinner of the working man! Your 
connection with fine society does not seem to have improved 
your taste. And yet they say, " good company spoils bad 
manners." Pass me another slice of bread. Jade? 

Jack. With the greatest of animosity! 

Philip. You never ask me for nothing, Nannie. 

Nannie. You are too much of a materialist for my taste. 
It is not until you have had your full share that my pres- 
ence is dawning upon you, and excites any show of attention 
on your part. 

Philip. I ain't in it on an empty stomach. 

Nannie. You are not in it at any time. 

Catherine. Well, Jane, let us say soup, fish, boiled mut- 
ton with caper sauce ^ , 
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b OUR SERVANTS. 

Burton. Yes, much mutton and more sauce. 

Catherine, Two roasts. 

Burton. Yes ; plenty of roast 

Catherine. Some birds with salad, and for dessert, ice 
cream and almonds and raisins. 

Burton. Yes; piles of ice creim. 

Jane. You shall have all you want. And then we will 
all gather in this room as in a family circle. I hope my 
nephew, whom I expect daily, will arrive too. Aren't you 
anxious to make his acquaintance, Nannie ? 

Nannie. Anxious? Why should I be anxious? I don't 
care if he is my unknown betrothed. Why should we be 
engaged without having ever had sight of each other? 
What do our families care for our hearts ? 

Jane. Don't worry! Mv nephew Joe is a fine fellow. 
Well, I will go now, before the best pickings are gone. 
(Exit through the centre.) 

Nannie (sitting in a chair, lost in thought, aside). I won- 
der whether he will dare to come here? He is bold 
enough to do it. (Aloud.) Oh, auntie, I cannot help 
thinking all the time of my admirer in the theatre. He ap- 
plauded all through the evening as if he was paid for it. 

Burton. Very likely he was paid for it. 

Nannie. No; it was enthusiasm. I could see how en- 
thused he was. Oh, I hope he will be just as enthused about 
me! 

Philip. It isn't proper for a young girl to let every Tom, 
Dick and Harry admire her. 

Nannie. Tom? Dick? I don't know his name yet 
Don't you interfere. What do you know about souls that 
meet in unity, and two hearts that beat as one ? 

Catherine. Nannie is right, Philip. Don't you mix your- 
self up into my niece s affairs. She won't stand it. If I 
had known that this sort of thing would happen, you 
wouldn't have had that theatre ticket, you may bet on that 

Nannie. Don't worry, aunt. Theatre or no theatre, I 
would have met him anyway. Our fates willed it so! It 
was my destiny ! 

Burton (pushing back his plate and coffee cup). There, 
feedin' is over. Philip, got one of boss's? 

Philip (who is smoking a cigar). Only this one! The 
boss is getting stingier all the time ; 4ie even locks his cigars 
up now ! 
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• OUR SERVANTS/' 7 

Burton, The pipe will have to do then. (Lights his 
pipe.) 

Philip. Nannie, if you are going to throw me over and 
give your hand to a perfect stranger, what can / do ? 

Nannie. Nothing; just look round for another love- 
thirsting soul. 

Philip. Ahf cruel Nannie! 

Nannie. But, gentlemen, you smoke like chimneys! I 
can't stand the smell of that weed. (Goes to the window, 
of ens it and screams.) Heaven, what do I see? (Tears 
the cap from her head and curtsies.) 

Philip, Burton (together, white going over to Nannie). 
What is the matter? Hello! 

Nannie (curtsying again). Good morning! There he 
goes! Look at the style, how noble! how extinguished! 
Will he really be so bold as to 

Philip. Well dressed. 

Burton. Well fed. 

Jack. Well groomed. 

Catherine. Niece, come back from that window! That 
is no way to behave for a niece of mine ! What will they 
think' of you in Oshkosh, if you behave like that. Now, 
Burton, to go on with my dream. Well, into this wide, 
wide room enters a big ghost, and hands me an enormous 
purse, and says to me : " The contents of this you shall di- 
vide with the best and truest friend you have on this earth 
— and then" — (The house bell rings loudly.) 

Nannie. Heavens! the bell! It's him, my heart tells 
me so! 

Catherine. Confound these interruptions! Philip, go 
and see who is there, and if it is him whom Nannie expects, 
tell him to go about his business. 

Nannie. No, auntie; he has seen me, and he is too fine 
a man as to be turned away from the door. Listen, Philip, 
I will receive him. My honor demands this interview. 
Dame Fortune calls, and I obey her orders ! 

Catherine. What in the name of kettles and drumsticks 
bothers you 

Nannie. Nothing bothers me ; but I know too well what 
is my duty. He will think he is entering a millionaire's 
family. Let him think so. (To Philip.) ^ringhimin! 

Philip. Not throw him out? Very well, I'll throw him 
in! (Exit.) 
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8 " OtJK SERVANTS." 

Nannie (to the others). And you please follow my ex- 
ample. I have a plan. 

Burton. Dear! dear! 

Catherine, A plan? 

Nannie. Don't ask me, auntie. I hear him on the stairs. 
Give me your arm I Papa Burton, you follow ! 

Burtdn. All right; I will! 

Catherine, And Til tell you the end of my dream. (All 
three leave by the side door on the right.) 

Philip (opens the middle door). Please have the kind- 
ness to enter here! 



SCENE 11. 

(Joseph Steele. Philip.) 

Steele (very swell). Very well I Take this! (Gives 
him some money.) 

Philip, Many thanks! (Leaving, aside.) He is bluff- 
ing; the real swells never give you anything! (Exit.) 

Steele (alone, looking round). I might as well try my 
luck here. Fm sure to strike it somewhere. Tve got in, 
and won't worry about how to get out. (Throws himself 
into an easy chair.) Looks all right here! That won't 
worry me ; we know how to tackle these swell people ; been 
there before. — But what am I here for ? — Only to be 
chucked out again?— No, I am after finding out where my 
aunt lives, who sent me a letter telling me to come and see 
her at once, which letter I lost, unfortunately. She is serv- 
ing in one of these swell houses, that much I remember of 
the address she gave me. I don't care if they turn me out 
of each one of these swell residences. I'll find her all right 
enough! Besides, there is that little beauty I met last 
night at the theatre. I followed her and saw her go into 
this house. Why not follow up the acquaintance? But 
what shall I say ? — I must use diplomacy and not allow them 
to bluff me. I'll display all my fine manners and good 
looks, and the rest will take care of itself. That free ticket 
at the theatre for a little handy work was all right, too. 
(Makes the sign of hand-clapping.) I helped to make that 
new star a great success. At every possible chance I let 
go. (Looking at his hands.) They hurt me yet — But 
where is my little beaut'?— She keeps me waiting, that's 
swell. — ^A sweet little thing.— If I was not already partly en- 
gaged, who knows what might happen! — I am good look- 
Digitized by VjOOQIC 



" OUR SERVANTS." 9 

ing, very agreeable and pleasant, and can talk ! Well ! can 
I ? I should smile ! If she believed half of what I told her, 
she is easy. I shouldn't wonder if she dreamed of her new 
beau. (Calls out.) Eh! Eh! Anybody round here? 
Hush, that isn't style. (Sees Burton coming.) That's 
somebody, now go for it. 



SCENE III. 

(Steele, Burton.) 

Burton (in silk smoking-jacket. — Short pipe in his 
mouth. — Eyeglasses balanced on his nose — red waistcoat — 
corduroy knee-pants — top-boots, as in Scene i), Bon 
jour, Monsieur. 

Steele (botuing). How do you do yourself? 

Burton. Bully I 

Steele. Glad to meet you I 

Burton. Same to you ! 

Steele. With whom have I the honor? 

Burton. To be sure ! With whom you have the honor ! 

Steele. 1 don't know; won't you be so kind as to tell 
me? 

Burton. To be sure ! What is your name ? 

Steele. Oh, I forgot — I am Joseph Steele. 

Burton. Steele is good, very suggestive; how do you 
spell it? S-t-e-a-1? I have met with them before. 

Steele. Good joke! — Rather old, though— by golly! 
Fine smoking jacket, this! (Touches it.) 

Burton. Yes; pretty good harness. 

Steele. Must try to get one for myself. Where did you 
have it made? 

Burton. At a tailor's. (Aside.) Jackass! 

Steele. Indeed ! 

Burton. Please stretch yourself. There's a cot. (Points 
to a chair.) 

Steele (sits down). I will. 

Burton. Have you had your feed? 

Steele. Please don't mention it. 

Burton. If you like to join our fodder you are welcome. 
Fine dinner — roasts — ^lots of it — ^plenty of beef and lots of 
everything. Never mind the expense, the old man pays for 
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lO OUR SERVANTS." 

Steele. The old man; so you are the junior? Who 
would have thought it? 

Burton (aside). The deuce! I've made a mistake; if 
that fellow doesn't get suspicious, he is an idiot. (Aloud.) 
Vm the brother of the old man, don't you sec? — Do you 
smoke ? 

Steele (wafting the smoke from Burton's pipe towards 
himself). Thanks. Not that kind of tobacco! 

Burton. Pretty good sort. — I use a diflFcrent kind some- 
times, stronger than this. 

Steele. Thanks ! Must be strong enough to kill a cow. 

Burton. I see you understand tobacco. 

Steele. Shall I have the honor of being presented to the 
ladies? — (aside) I've got enough of him. 

Burton. Don't be in a hurrv. — The missus is fixing up 
her new harness, and the daughter, twenty years old, four- 
teen hands high, well trained, don't shy at anything, will be 
led up soon. 

Steele. Thanks for the information. Ah! here she 
comes! — (Rises and bows.) 



SCENE IV. 

(The former. Nannie, in elegant toilet, enters from the 
right.) 

Burton. That's her! Come here, daughter, don't get 
balky. I have the pleasure to trot out Mr. Joseph Steele, a 
fine nag, well fed, well groomed, in fine harness, well 
trained, never kicks nor bites 

Steele (looking round, as if looking for the horse so de- 
scribed). 

Burton. I mean you ! 

Steele. Me? You are joking! 

Burton. It's all right. (Pointing at Nannie and then at 
Steele.) Fine filly, good roadster. Make a capital team. 
(Leaves slowly.). 

SCENE V. 

(Nannie. Steele.) 

Nannie (holding a lorgnette to her eyes). Please remain 
seated. I hope you will excuse Papa's way of talking horsy ; 
he is much round the stables, and very fond of horses. 

Steele. Oh, please don't mention it. A man in your 
father's position has a right to express himself as he chooses. 
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OUR SERVANTS. II 

Nannie. Papa likes so much to talk racy. 

Steele. It becomes him so well, too. — But enough of 
that. May I take the liberty to inquire how you feel after 
your visit to the theatre last night? , 

Nannie. Middlmg. Some exciting dreams disturbed my 
rest somewhat, otherwise^ 

Steele (aside). She dreamed of me — I knew it. — May I 
take the liberty of inquiring what the subject of those 
dreams was? 

Nannie. Why not? — An image appeared in my dreams, 
which never dwelled in them before — to confess,! dreamed 
of you. 

Steele. That's what I expected, my little beaut'.-7-So I 
made an impression? 

Nannie. Somewhat ; but don't get conceited, the impres- 
sion may not last. 

Steele. I will look out for that — men of my experience, 
my qualities, know how to make impressions lasting 

Nannie. Yes; you are too lovely for anything. — Do you 
love me, really? 

Steele. Do I love you? By all the stars in heaven 

Nannie (aside). What have I done? I came to fool 
him, and instead have confessed my love. Nannie, be calm, 
be a man! 

Steele. From all I can see, you must be very happy. 
Adored by loving parents, 'rich 

Nannie. Gold alone does not make one happy. 

Steele. One must have also a little silver, and now and 
then a nickel or two. 

Nannie. How clever ! Mr. — what is your name ? 

Steele. Steele, Joseph Steele, very fine family 



SCENE VL 

(The former. Jane, loaded with parcels, enters through 
the centre.) 

Jane. Here we are.— -What do I see? Joe, you here? 

Steele. Heavens, my aunt ! Hurrah, I have found her at 
last! 

Nannie. What is this ?— Joe ?— aunt ? 

Jane. Joe, you rascal, is it really and truly you? Nan- 
nie, my girl, this is vour intended, Joseph Steele, Tonsorial 
Artist from Oshkosh, Wis. 
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12 • " OUR SERVANTS." 

Nannie, Delighted I (Aside to Steele,) Base de- 
ceiver ! 

Steele (aside to Nannie). Thanks, same to you. Where 
are those millions of yours ? 

SCENE VII. 

(The former. Philip. Jack. Catherine. Burton,) 

Catherine. What is going on here? 

Jane. My nephew has come, and everything is ready to 
celebrate the engagement. 

Catherine. And I have to report another happy event. I 
have just received news that an old uncle of mine, a miner 
out West, has died and left me twp thousand dollars. What 
do you think of that. Burton? 

Burton. Two thousand dollars. (Figuring.) Wait a 
minute — (after a little zvhile). Now it is enough. (Kneel- 
ing before Catherine.) My sweet Catherine, honored 
widow, for some time I've been wanting to tell you, but I 
couldn't. I didn't have the pluck. But now, my old-^nay, 
nay, my young friend, will you share life and fortune with 
old Burton? 

Catherine (holding her hand out to him). Will I? This 
is the fulfillment of my dream. — Oh, why did you wait so 
long; couldn't you speak sooner? 

Burton. No, Catherine ; without your two thousand dol- 
lars we didn't have enough ! 

Philip. And Nannie is lost to me forever! 

Burton (to Philip). Console yourself, and keep up in 
feed. 

Catherine. Let us celebrate, then. The old man and his 
family are away, and we can do as we please. 

Burton (to Steele, confidentially). Say — didn't you 
really notice that I wasn't the boss himself? 

Steele. Never — you played your part too well. (Taking 
Nannie's hand.) Now, aunt, two happy beings ask for your 
blessing. 

Nannie (seising both his hands). Didn't I say so? You 
are my destiny! 

Catherine. Everything has turned out according to our 
dreams. Burton, and you all, promise me that you will for- 
ever after believe in dreams. I am happy and contented, 
and wish everybody such a happy dream as I had I 

(Curtain.) n J 
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THE LAST GOAT* ConedylnOn«Act (M«l« Qwrmctera.) 
By JOHN EDGCOME Price, per Copy, 30 senta. Five Copley 
for$x.oo. 

CHARACTERS 

Thomas Dana, Painter. ^ Wolfoanq Gobth. PMt 

Richard Waonbbr, Musician. ^ Jones, Landlord. 
Isaac, Old Clothes Dealer. 
. Tliftte yonng ^ists in reduced circumstances find themselves at 
last without even a penny to buy some food. Their efforts to obtain 
some edibles on credit end disastrously. Isaac appears as helping 
hand, and each of the three without knowledge of the others, sells his 
ooat to bim. When they meet in their shirt sleeves, an invitation arrives 
from a wealthy man who offers them his protection. The way how 
they get to their coats is very entertaining. 

A CUP OF COFFEE comedy in one Act for Young Udles, 
by DOROTHY REYNARTZ. Price, per Copy, 30 cents. Five 
Copies for $i.eo. , 

CHARACTERS 

Mas. Mathilda Ryan. A A Peddler-woman. 

Mrs. Rose O'Brien. 9 A Lady, Collector for Aid SocMy. 

Alice, Mathilda's Friend. X Another Lady. 

Jbnnib, Mathilda's Maid. 2 A Cobbler's WiFB., 

Two Children. 

Mathilda returning home finds that Alice has sent her some genu- 
ine Mocha-Coffee. She has at once some prepared, but is prevented 
from enjoying it by a succession of annoying callers, presenting very 
funny incidents. When at last relieved of all unwelcome company, 
another disappcrfntment awaits her in place of the anticipated delec- 
tation. A number of really enjosrable scenes are woven around the 
plot 

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Comedy 

In one Act for Young Ladles. By DOROTHY REYNARTZ. Price. 
per Copy, 05 cents. Three Copies for 50 cents. 

CHARACTERS 

GRACE. Age 16. }s,3^^ 
Esther. Age 18,' 
Hazel, Chafflbermaid. 

Grace is a spoiled dbM with a good heart, who responds to the advice 
of her elder sister with stubbornness, At length she repents and is for- 
given. A thoroughly enjosrable play, affording splendid opportunity 
for emotional acting, especially in Grace's part. 
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HARD OF HEARING* Com^dy m w Act for Yoaay 
UdlM, by OLGA STEINER. Price, per Copy. »$ cenU. thr— 
Coptet for 50 cents. 

Characters 

Daisy, Directrees pro temp, ) Pupils of 

Lou. Niece of Mrs. Everett. > Mrs. Everett's 
Rose, New Pupil. ) Bovdin^ School. 

Mrs. Bverett has appointed Daisy directrees pro temp, daring her 
absence, much to the chagrin of I«ou, who by virtue of her relation- 
ship, thinks herself entitled to that office. Daisy finds occasion to ad- 
monish I«ou. Just then Rose, a new pupil, arrives, and in order to get 
her revenge I«ou informs Rose that Daisy is quite deaf, telling Daisy 
the same story about Rose. This results in very laughable efforts oa- 
part of each of these two, to make themselves understood by the other, 
both of them at the same time inwardly resenting the supposed rude- 
ness of the other. The play develops most comical situations and winds 
up with I«oa getting her just dues. 

THE SKELETON IN THE CXOSET* a comady 

la One Act 1^ FRANQS LESTER. Price, per Copy, 90 cants. 
Five Copies for $z.oo. 

Characters 

Mr. SauTH. Senator. A Doctor Alfred BROWN. 

Beatrice. His Wife. 9 Mr. White, Lawyer. 

LiVEWELL Jones. Merchant 2 Mrs. Goodchber, Mr. Jones* 

Anna, His Wife. % Housekeeper. 

Mr. Jones' Clerk. 9 

Mr. Jones and his young bride return home from their wedding 
tour. Jones had not yet revealed to his wife the secret of the family 
skeleton and is in dread lest she discover it ; yet he has not the courage 
to speak to her about it. Meanwhile his wife hears queer rumors, 
which at first alarm her, but by^tact, courage and confidence in her 
husband she discovers the very innocent little skeleton and all ends 
happily. 

HOUSEHOLD AFFAIRS; or, A Catise for Di- 

yOfCe A Cooiedy in One Act by JOSEPH ROSETTI. Price, 
per Copy. 30 cents. Four Copies for 75 cents. 

CHARACTERS 

Benedict Brown. A Samuel Martin. | Eugenia's 

Eugenia. His Wife. 9 Isabella,H1s Wife.) Foster Parants. 

Benedict refuses flatly to allow his wife to take her parents Into 
their home. The two ladies feel *nueh insulted at that, and Isabella 
advises Eugenia how to get cause for divorce by vexing Benedict to a 
degiee that he would strike her, with Martin and Ais wife waiting in an 
•djoi'*Vng room to be witnesses to the assault* When, however, they 
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HOUSEHOLD AFFAIRS (Goiitiitise(l)t 

would-be witnesses rush in at the sound of a blow, they are suriidtsed 
hy the fact that Eugenia, enraged at Benedict's coolness, has stiuck 
Aim, All ends in haptdness, but Martin vows by himself to try the 
ezperhnent with Isabella. Very witty dialogue and lively actien* The 
play is always receive d with storms of applause. 

THE FORTUNE HUNTERSi or, Lost and 

Fotltld« Comedy In Two Acts. Price, per Copy •jootnti^ FIvs 
Copies for $z.oOi 

Characters 



Mr. Barry O'Bribp, Lanyer. 
Jacob Elobrly, Of the Socle^of 

Friends. 
Mr. Sawney Oatkaxb, Laird of 

Glencannlboy. 
Barnby. 



Miss Honora Devbrbux. 

Lady Kilcooc 

Molly, Honora's Maid. 

Captain Jack db Lacby. 

Sir Lancelot Bagnal. 

Mr. Andrew Merry, Hooon's 

Guardlsn* 

iEonora is besieged by many suitors^ who, she fearsb are attracted 
. / her wealth. To test their faith she is going to tell them that her 
fortune was lost in a bank failure. 6he confides her plan to Molly, 
wbo in turn gives the secret away to Barney, from whom Capcain 
I,acey learns the story. The latter is much chagrined at being sus- 
pected tirith the rest, and when Honora apprises them all of her al- 
leged misfortune, he leavesher as well as her other suitors, much to the 
grief of Honors, who is really in love with him. In a Cleverly worked 
succession of events the lovers meet again with the usual end. Barney 
and Mollie furnish some highly amusing scenes. 

HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY, comedy in 

Four Acts. (Male Characters.) ^ RUPERT HOUSE Price. pM 
Copy, 30 cents. Five Copies for $z.oa 

......CHARACTE/iS 

Mr. Strono, Retired GentleiDan. A FIRST CusrOMBSi 
Charlb$. His Nephew. 9 Second CuSTOmHb 

Harry, Charles' Rrlend. S Physician. | 

Mr. Buckley, I Of Adams & Buck- M Pouceman. 
Mr. Adams i ley. Dry Goods. ^ 

Charles, an honest young fellow, carries his love of truth heyoad 
prudent limits, despite his friend's protestations. This leads to a wager 
that Charles will yet suffer the direst consequences for Us imprudent 
actions. Harry's prophecy comes true, as Charles is in turn disin- 
herited by Us uncle, discharged by his emplojrers, discarded by his 
fiancte, and on the point of being taken to a I,unatic Asylum, when res- 
ened by Barry, who explains all. The affair ends to croybody's Ml- 
Jfl^ctta and Charles is re4asuted in aU his rigfatt. 
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New Operettas, Musical Comedies, Etc. 

PUBLISHED B7 

THE ROXBURT PUBUSHIN6 COHPANT. 

j« j« j« 

Oadssa^s First Party* 

A Musical Comedietta for Nice Young Ladies. By 
Richard Hardman. Words and Mu^ic, . $i 25 
A charmine entertainment/ full of harmless fun and drollery. 
Ellen Pert, a bicycle girl, and Jessie Quigg, a Vassar girl, figure 
prominently in the proceedings. 

A Comedy of Error; or, Tiie Goudn and tfie Maid* 

An Operetta for Young Ladies, in One Act By George 
Atherton. Words and Music, . . . $0 50 

Written for three characters. The music is easy and mirthfuL 
The odd complications are very laughable. No scenery required. 

Tlie Pigeons; or, Tiie Bonnie Lass of Brittany* 

An Operetta for the Amateur Stage and the Parlor. 
By Richard Hardman. Words anqMusic, . $1 00 

The characters (Ave) are Breton peasants, affording opportu- 
nity for pretty and picturesque costumes. Tne text is of clever, 
dramatic construction^ sparkling with wit and humor. An ex- 
quisite, dashing, and highly effective operetta. 

The Adventures of Little Red Riding Hood* 

An Operetta for the Young, in Four Acts. By Richard 
Hardman. Words and Music, . . . $x 35 

Tlie characters are to be assumed by larger and smaller 
childreui The music, while merry and melodious, is very easy, 
the chorus parts being in unison. A delightful and successful 
'entertainment. 

Debutantes in the Culinary Art; or, A Frolic in the Cooking 
Cass* 

A Musical Burletta for Eight Young Ladies. By 
Richard Thiele. Words and Music, . . $150 

A number of winsome young autocrats of the kitehen, armed 
with cooking utensils, which they use as ** musical ^' instruments, 
unfold, in charming and humorous musical setting, the profound 
mysteries of their noble art. A Kitchen-Polka and a Marion 
Harland Hymn are among the features of this frolic. 

A Peaceful Assault* 

A Musical Comedy for Boys, in One Act. By George 
Atherton. Words and Music, . . . $0 50 

From thirty (or less) to sixty and more boys may take part 

in this comedy, which is especially suited to the needs of schools 

~ and colleges. Brisk, tuneful music, and pretty, quickly changing 

tableaux, ensure Cor this c^retta an enthusiastic reception WA«n- 

•ver performed. ^ 
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NEW COMEDIES QF ONE ACT FOR GIRLS. 



MISS TOM BOY, . . . . 

THE GHOST IN THE BOARDING-SCHOOL, 
MISS NONCHALANCE, 
THE FORTUNE-TELLER, . 

spooks; .... 

W^HEN THE CAT'S AWAY, 

HARD OP HEARING, . 

MRS. PLODDING'S NIECES; or, ] 

MENTS. .... 
A WHITE LIE (Two Acts), 
CARNIVAL; or, Mardi Gras in New Orleans, 

A CUP OP COPFEE, 

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND, 




NEW SCHOOL PLAYS. 

P.OUR SHORT PLAYS FOR CHILDREN, containing 
The Little Magician, The Sick Doll, The Night- 
ingale and the Lark, A Christmas Eve Adventure, 
AT THE FIRESIDE ; or, Little Boy Blue, 
THE LITTLE DAUGHTER OP THE REGIMENT, 
THE OLD TRUNK IN THE GARRET, 

IN THE FOREST, 

THE LITTLE BAKER, 

THE LEGEND OP THE CHRISTMAS TREE, 25 cts, 
THE DAWN OP REDEMPTION; or. The Ado- 
ration OF THE Magi Kings, ... 25 cts, 
A HARMONIOUS FAMILY, .... 



$0 25 
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25 
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30 
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GOD-SPEED : Weil-Wishing in Verse and Prose, for all ocea- . 
Sions: Verses for the New-Year, for Birthdays, for Christ- 
mas, for Engagements and Weddings, Jubilees, Silver and 
Golden Weddings, Anniversaries, Verses of Farewell, etc , 
etc. Also, Poetry appropriate for occasions of Death and 
Mourning; Elegies, Inscriptions for Tombstones, etc. 
With an Ajipendix, containing, in Prose, Addresses, Saluta- 
tory and Valedictory Orations, for School and College 
Festivals,. ....... Price, $1 00 

RECITATIONS WITH ACTIONS. For Little Children. 

Selected and arranged by LucY Allen, . . Price, o 50 

NEW MUSICAL DRILLS and HUMOROUS ACTION- 
SONGS. For Boys and Girls. By Richard Hardman. 
Price, . . . . . . . ... $1 00 



Our full^ descriptive catalogue mailed free on application* 

THE ROXBURY PUBLISHING CO., P. 0. Box 1870, New York. 



NEW ACTING PLAYS- 

(mixed f:HA>I*ACTPRS| W WOT OTMeRWISf li4feNI»0HED.) 




MARY SMITH. Comedy in One Act, . , fo 9f 

AN A. L> W. REST. Comedy in One Act, 
CUPID IN SHIRT SLEEVES. C#)medy in Out: 

Act - . . ' 

AN AFFECTION <>F THE HEART. C«jin#<l> 

in Two Acts, * 

THE NEW GOVERNESS. Comt»dy in Que Act 
LIKE MISTRESS, LIKE MAID. Driologtie- 

Comedietta in One Act, , . . , 

A FOUR-LEAVED SHAMROCK. Comedy in 

Three Acts, . . . . ♦ 
A CRUMPLED ROSE-LEAF Comedy in One 

Act. ....,-*- 
GERTRUDE WHEELER, M.D. Comedy ia One 

Act (Female Characters), ... * : 

KITTY. Dudo^ue-Comedietta in One Act. 
ADORABLE ELI2ABETH> Comedy in Doe Act, 
THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET. Comedy 

in One Act, »..>■* 

HOUSEHOLD AFFAIRS ; or. A CAitsE for Dl- 

voRCE, Comedy tti One Act, , . . . 
THE FORTUNE HUNTERS ; nr, Lost A^•» 

Pound- Comedy in Two Acts* * * . 
A WEB OF LIES ; or. Fibs anh FothhH^. Come- 
dy in One Act, , , . . * - - 
PLEASANT WEDDING GUESTS, Comedy in 

Three Acts, ..*... 

FLIRTATION CURED. Farce -Comedy in Ope 

Act (Male Cbaracters) . * ♦ , - 
THE LAST COAT. Comedy in One Act (Male 

Characters), * . * ♦ i • 

HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. Comc^ly 

in Four Acts (Male Characters) ^ ... 
TRICKS OF TRADE ; or, An OnsriN^Tt^ Romj^.o. 

FaTce-Coroedy in One Act (Male Characters). 
THE NEW SQUIRE. Comedy in One Act (Male 

Characters), ...--.. 
A GAME OF CHANCE; or, ALLornsti the Brid«. 

Comedy in One Act, ...... 
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THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET. 



CHARACTERS. 
Smith, Senator. 
Beatbic^, his wife. 
LiVEWELL Jones, merchant 
Anna, his wife. 
DocTOB Alfred Bbown. 
Mr. White, Chief of Police. 
Mr. Jones* Clerk. 
Mrs. Goodcheer, Mr. Jones' housekeeper. 

(The scene represents a room in a very old house. Thick 
walls — low windows, and an old-fashioned fire-place. 
Two doors, one to the right and one to the left. Be- 
tween the doors a large closet partly made in the 
wall, the doors of which are wide and crossed by 
several Iron rods. The furniture is antique.) 



SCENE I. 

(Dr. Alfred Brown. Mrs. Goodcheer.) 

MRS. (JOODCHEIER— Mr. Jones will be here directly; 
he is showing his young wife her rooms. 

DR. BROWN— Have they just arrived? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Only half an hour ago. 

DR. BROWN— And so unexpectedly! 

MRS. GOODCHEER— No, not exactly unexpectedly— 

DR. BROWN— It is true, Mr. Jones wrote to me t>at they 
might return to-day, but not before ten o'clock to-night. 
It is a pity; we had intended to have a pleasant surprise 
for them. 

MRS. GOODCHEER— And I have nothing at all in the 
house to eat— I am such an old — 
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4 THE SKELETON IN THE CLOBET. 

MR. JONES (comes rapidly from the left)--€k>d blew 
you, old fellow! How good of you to be here to reoelT* 
me. I can't tell you how pleased I am! — 

DR. BROWN— Well, I'm not pleased at all that you 
should arrive by such a fog and without notification. 
Why did you return like this? 

JONES^You should not be surprised at my goings and 
comings. You know how I hate to explain my plans or 
actions. 

(Mrs. Qoodcheer in the meantime has gone out to the 
right.) 

JONES— Oh, man, what days I have spent— thank God 
I am at home again! 

DR. BROWN— What a declaration from a man but six 
weeks married! You're in love with your wife, are you 
not? 

JONES— Do you doubt? « 

DR. BROWN— Well?— 

JONES — ^They were dayfe of purest joy! Yes, I am 
happy— if only— 

DR. BROWN— Well, what is the matter— and where is 
your bride? 

JONES — ^In her rooms; she is very tired. You will see 
her later. 

DR. BROWN— I shall not disturb her to-night, but hope 
to-morrow to have the pleasure of meeting her. 

JONES— To-morrow— to-morrow, don't speak to me of 
to-morrow; all will be over to-morrow! 

DR. BROWN— All what will be over to-morrow? 

JONES— To-morrow she will find it out. 

DR. BROWN (startled)— You have not told her? 

JONES (embarrassed)- No! 

DR. BROWN (thoughtfully)— That is bad— very bad! 

JONES— Don't you suppose I know that! Hundreds of 
times I have meant to tell her. In Chicago I nearly told 
her, and every day, every hour, during the six weeka of 
our wedding trip — but always put it oft— alway*— wHat 
was that? (Opens the door at the right and listens, thitft 
carefully recloses the door.) Only Mrs. (Soodeheer. 

DOCTOR— Did she go from your wife's room? 
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THE 8KBXST0N IK THE CLO0ST. 5 

J0NB8--I believe SO. 

DOCTOR— Are you sure that she won't— I mean so— en- 
paaaant, tell your wife your secret? 

JONES— I don't believe she would. 

DOCTOR BROWN— Why don't you believe It? 

JONES— I forbade her mentioning it 

DOCTOR BROWN— On what grounds? 

JONES— That it was to be a surprise for Anna. 

DOCTOR BROWN (laughing sarcastically)- A pleasant 
surprise! 

JONES— Alfred! 

DOCTOR BROWN— And if one of your servants sur- 
prises her with the tale? 

JONES— That is not probable. 

DOCTOR BROWN— Why not? Or Mrs. Ck>odcheer may 
tell her the interesting story of John Flitterer. Tou can't 
imagine how servants will talk. 

JONES— I'm not worried about servants' talk,— that is 
not serious— but the dreadful fact. 

DOCTOR BROWN— And old James— did you forbid him 
mentioning it to your wife? 

JONES (troubled)— No. 
DOCTOR BROWN— Then if he— 
JONES— It's hardly probable. 
DOCTOR BROWN— But possible ! 
JONES— Why do you trouble me more? 

DOCTOR BROWN— To show you that your secret, in 
spite of all your care, like the sword of Damocles, is hang, 
ing on a silken thread. 

JONES— As if I did not know that as well, and better 
than you. 

DR. BROWN— On a silken thread that by any unfortu- 
nate chance may snap, and then the sword will fall— and 
then — ^you are a lost man. I shall prove to you — 

J(MWE&— What will you prove to me? 

DOCTOR BROWN— That it is as clear as two and two 
mi^ke four that you are nothing less than a snonomaniac> 
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^ THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET. 

— and you're like an insane man suffering with the idea of 
persecution, or believing he has a bushel of caterpillars 
in his bead. It is an irony on your name, over which, 
when teased, as a schoolboy, you gave and received many ■■ 
a bloody nose. And all abput a circumstance in your life 
of which you are ashamed, although you are not in any 
way to blame for it. 

JONES— I am not ashamed of it— really I am not, but 
the others are ashamed. 

DOCTOR BROWN— That's it exactly. Others being 
ashamed, you are ashamed in consequence, which to me 
seems most foolish— 'but we won't quarrel about it. What 
is an owl to one is a nightingale' to another, and the said ' 
circumstance in your life has become more and more an 
owl. 

JONES— It has been turned into an owl for me! When . 
I think how my colonel said: We should like to make you 
an officer, but In this aristocratic regiment — ! I wished 
them to the infernal regions. 

DR. BROWN— The colonel or the circumstance? 

JONES— Both. 

DOCTOR BROWN—The circumstance might be in a 
warmer climate by now had you not been such a coward. 
For punishment the owl will flutter its destructive 
wings over your new found joy, — and that you should 
have prevented. 

JONES — You know perfectly well that I could not. I 
should have had the courage, but I never found the time 
in which such a confession would have been suitable. 

DR. BROWN;— Courage you did not even need. With 
strategy you could have succeeded as well. Love, old fel- 
low, is a battle for success, like war; and all is fair in love 
and war. What a poor general he would be, who showed 
his weak points to the enemy before the battle. You also 
would have been an idiot to allow your beloved to look 
beforehand into the eyes of your owl. Both the clever 
general and the clever lo^er play a game of hide and 
seek. * That is their right — their duty. But remember, 
only, until the time arrives to uncover the weak point 
— then In the right moment, and that is found by the 
lover in the first days of the honeymoon, he may 
acknowledge any and everything and be answered: "It 
matters not to me." That moment you have let slip, 
never more to return. 
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THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET. 7 

- JONES — Never more to r"feturn. If only her mother were 
not a bom Van Dusenberry, with a genealogical tree 
thicker and stronger that the old oak on the hill, and re- 
lated in the seven hundred and twenty-fourth line with 
the royal family of Holland! 

DR. BROWN— You have deluded your wife, and if you 
go to her now it will no longer be a secret you reveal, but 
simply an avowal, and in your eyes perhaps she will read 
the jeering thought, "You have been caught in the trap, 
birdie, struggle, struggle as you may, you can't escape 
me now." You deceived her! You have betrayed her 
trust in you, and you know yourself what a woman thinks 
and how she acts when she has lost confidence in her 
husband. 

JONES—Oh! Anna trusts me. 

DR. BROWN— Until now, yes— but to-morrow? Now 
comes the affair with John Plitterer. The old rumor of 
the secret passage has been revived, and people will want 
to find out positively, where the young fellow remains. If 
she hears the tale, do you think it will increase her trust 
in you? I shall give you my advice — before any rumors 
reach her, have this closet simply walled over, and then 
if she has heard tales you can say: "Nonsense, child; 
there's not even a closet here, much less a secret passage 
leading from it." 

JONES— Confounded ! 

DR. BROWN— What? 

JONES— We placed it here in this closet— 

DR. BROWN— What? 

JONES— What! what! what! How you can question, 
the — ^the — 

DR. BROWN— The corpus delicti? 

JONES — Yes, it had to be put somewhere. 

DR. BROWN— Certainly, now leave it there and have 
another wall built over the closet. 

JONES— That won't do; all my silver is in this closet 

DR. BROWN— Well, take it out. 

JONES— I have lost the key! 

DR. BROWN— You have lost the key? ' 
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JONE&— Yes, you need not stare at me like that! UkY% 
rou nerer seen any one before who had lost a key? 

DR. BROWN— And you are afraid others will open the 
closet? 'The corpus delicti— r 

JONB&— Stands there wide and tall. 

DR. BROWN— Then you alone must do it. 

JONES— Without the key it is quite impossible, and 
another key like it I could not find, were I to hunt the 
world over. 

DR. BROWN— Has your wife not noticed that some- 
thing was troubling you? 

JONES— Yes, I think she has. 

DR. BROWN— Then there remains but one thing to do. 
Before she crosses this door sill, tell her everything — ^hum- 
bly or angrily, weepingly or cursingly — it makes no dif- 
ference, but acknowledge everything. Do you hear? 
Everything, to the dot over the i. (A knock.) 

JONES- Be still— for mercy's sake. Come in. 

MRS. QOODCHEER (enters)— A thousand pardons, sir, 
but I wish to set the table, and, you know, sir, I want the 
silver. I only kept out a couple of spoons, so I should 
like- 

JONE&— Oh— h*m— yes— I know— you must manage 
again with what you have, Mrs. Goodcheer. I have lost 
the key! 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Mercy on us, sir, lost the key of 
the wall closet? 

JONES (angrily)— Why make such an outcry; it is no 
such great misfortune. I do not wish to be disturbed 
about such trifles. What is all that racket outside? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— It's James, sir, taking madam's 
trunks upstairs. 

DR. BROWN (aside to Jones)— Now you've got it— if 
he should tell! 

JONES— I must prevent it — one moment. (Exit to 
right.) 

PR, BRQWN— I'll go with you. (Follows hlwj 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The 8KELETON IN THE OLOSET. • 

MR8. QOODGHEER~-Lo8t! He's lost tlie key! Wbo 
believes that tale? Mercy on me, what shall this come to 
yet? 

ANNA (enters the room through the left door). 

MRS. QOODCHEER— Gracious! and is it you,, ma'am? 
Why, what's the matter? You look that pale and tired. 
I trust, my dear young lady, nothing has disturbed you In 
the big room. , 

ANNA— Disturbed me! Why, what could disturb me? 

MRS. GOODCHEBR— Yes, yes, you're right, ma'am! 
What could happen? It's only the silly twaddle of the 
servants — ^particularly of James. The house is so very 
old, and there will be rumors. True, when one's alone 
in that room you can hear breathing, as though some one 
were sleeping in the bed. That I've heard myself a <hun- 
dred times. But all that James pretends to have seen, I, 
for one, won't believe, and, even if it were the truth, it 
should not be repeated, especially to a young woman who 
has Just arrived in the house, who has but left her dear 
parents and her home. No, no, no one should take away 
her courage. That, thank goodness, I've never done, 
and many's the young people I've lived with, who were 
only just married and loved each other like two doves. 
Yes, yes, if one could live on love alone, but much more 
is needed, and, until it's all found, it takes some time, and 
sometimes is not to be found at all. 

ANNA (mechanically)— Is not found at all. (While 
Mrs. Goodcheer is talking Anna has gone around the table 
and seated herself.) 

MRS. GOODCHBBR—Indeed yes, not at all, though one 
should never acknowledge it, but put things in the best 
light and encourage the poor young woman under such 
circumstances, as I did when I lived with Mrs. Milner. 
But it was of no use — she was so unhappy. Finally one 
morning the poor young lady was found in the lake at 
the end of the park. She had already been dead a couple 
of hours. 

ANNA— Merciful goodness! And was it never found out 
why she took her life? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Not positively! It seems she 
was in love with a poor young lieutenant who was killed 
out west. He accepted every hazardous chance with the 
hope of being fatally wounded, because she had married 
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some one else. But, of course, that's only servants' talk, 
and, ma'am, you must not believe any of their gossip. 
I said to Liza, when she came to me with more talk: For 
a man to fly away is impossible, and to disappear without 
a trace, he can't either, and if the new police inspector 
had been here it would be different; the old one, as a 
friend of Mr. Jones, hushed the matter up, and, as I 
said to Liza: "It's not your business; that's for Mr. Jones 
to arrange with the police and the courts; they can settle 
the matter, and, as I don't care for such gossip, I'll pay 
you your wages, and you may find another place." I'm 
sure, ma'am, you think I did right. 

ANNA— I don't know what you are talking about 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Oh! madam hasn't, heard it yet! 
I beg pardon a thousand times. I'm certainly not one of 
those persons who can't hold their tongues. And, as 
Mr. Jones said: **Mrs. Goodcheer, don't mention it; it's 
to be a surprise." Not a word is to cross my lips. But 
the affair with Mr. Plitterer, he did not forbid my men- 
tioning. Mr. Jones has probably told it tO you, ma'am. 

ANNA— I don't remember! 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Is it possible? Mercy on me, 
there's the fire going out! (Busies herself with the fire.) 

ANNA (aside) — ^Merciful heavens! What can It all 
mean? Livewell's troubled manner during the last days 
— the confused remarks of this old woman-^something 
must have happened — something disagreeable, some cal- 
amity — ^an accident perhaps, or — I must know something 
more positive. (To Mrs. Goodcheer, who has returned to 
the table) Won't you be seated? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Oh! no; I really mustn't— thank 
you kindly. Mr. Jones is sure to return at any moment, 
and he will tell you all that has happened, for I don't 
know the particulars, and what the servants say I doii't 
believe; it would be impossible for Mr. Jones to do any- 
thing of the kind. 

ANNA— What? What do you mean? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— What?— that's the question. You 
see, ma'am, John Flitterer had neither mother nor father, 
and was given a home by the late Mr. Jones — aS a child. 
He came, and later he was put in the ofllce. That was six 
years ago— he was then fourteen, and would now be 
twenty were— Dig t zed by Google 
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ANNA (frightened)— Is he dead? 

MRS. GOODCHEER (glancing up, as though to hearen) 
—That, ma'am, is what no one knows. You see, the even- 
ing before Mr. Jones went off for his wedding, Mr. Flit- 
terer was with him, and helped him pack his boxes. Mr. 
Jones, ma'am, always treated Mr. Flitterer like a brother. 
He took him all over with him, and always placed the 
greatest confidence in the young man. Well, that's nei- 
ther here nor there. To return to that night. It was al- 
ready late, and I was dozing a little in the kitchen when, 
just as the clock struck twelve, all at once such a crash-r 
the very house seemed to shake! 

ANNA (nervously)— As the clock struck twelve? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Just as it struck twelve! Well, 
my dear young lady, I'm an old experienced woman, and 
am not easily frightened, but when a body wakes up so in 
the middle of the night, thinking every one is in bed, — 
hears the clock striking twelve, angry voices and strange 
noises, why it's enough to make one shiver. The noises 
became louder and louder; they seemed to come from Mr. 
Jones' room. What can it mean! thought I. Taking 
courage, I went upstairs, and there I heard first Mr. Jones' 
voice, and then Mr. Flitterer's — then both together. I 
don't understand how John Flitterer dared defy Mr. Jones 
as he did. Finally Mr. Jones screamed out: "You shall 
return it to me." John Flitterer answered in an equally 
loud tone: "No, I will not!" Then it seemed as though — 
God' forgive me — they sprang for each other's throats; the^ 
table was knocked over, with all the glasses and bottles, — ' 
they had been drinking hard, — then ^ dreadful scream. 
I believe Mr. Jones struck him dead, for it was Mr. Flit- 
terer who screamed., I stood speechless, with my knees 
shaking under me, when suddenly Mr. Jones threw open 
the door. On seeing me, he turned deathly pale and 
started back; after a moment he said: "Come in, Mrs. 
Goodcheer^ John has thrown himself out of the window 
into the yard!" "Is he dead?" I screamed out. "I don't 
know," he said. "I called him, but there was no answer." 
Then he hurried down the stairs and into the garden. I 
followed. We looked everywhere, but there was no sign 
of him. I alarmed the household, and we searched high 
and low through the house and yard. Mr. Jones even 
sent some of the servants to search in the town, but no 
John Flitterer was there to be found. 

^ ANNA— Where could he have remaine|^^^^ ^^ (Google 
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MRS. OOODCHEER— ^That'B Just what no on« taGMWi. 

ANNA— He most likely climbed over the ganion wall 
and ran off. 

MRS. 600DCHEER— Why what do you^ think— the wall 
is at least twenty feet high. No one could get over it 
unless they could fly. No, if he really was in the garden, 
then he woul4 have been found. 

ANNA — If he really was in the garden — do you believe 
that — ^perhaps — he did not — I think it is sufficient when 
my husband so assures you! 

MRS. GOODCHEER—For me, of course, it's suttctent. 
ma'am, but people are so wicked. Still, Mr. Jones may be 
quite at rest He went that very night to make his de- 
claration at the police station, and the old captain said: 
"Sir, don't worry at all; take your intended trip; the 
boyil come back. What if you did box his ears, if he 
behaved badly? No one can say a word,— and if, instead 
of begging your pardon, he chose to throw himself out 
of the window, twenty feet into the garden, it served him 
right if he broke his neck." Tes, so said the old police 
captain; he was a good man, rest unto his soul. Bight 
days ago he was burled. If he were yet alive peopls 
would not dare talk as they do. 

ANNA — ^Why, what do they say? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Oh! only a lot of nonsense, to 
which, ma'am, you must pay no attention. For instance 
that John Flitterer never jumped out of the window, but 
was killed by your husband, inadvertently, of course that 
they grant; and then the body hidden in the secret pas- 
sage, the entrance to which he alone knows. If John 
Flitterer did Jump out of the window, he would have been 
found in the garden; there, I must admit, the people are 
not very wrong. Mr. Jones only gave that as an excuse, 
they say, to prevent the upper part of the house from 
being searched. If the entrance to the underground pas- 
sage were found, the body of John Flitterer would also be 
found. 

ANNA (with a forced smile)— You're right, Mrs. Qood- 
cheer. to such gossip one must lend no ear. 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Quite my opinion, dear madam; 
it's a lot of nonsense, as well as the rumor that the en- 
trance to the passage is through this closet. rH only Mr. 
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Jvnm had not lost the key, first because all the snver is 
In the closet, and, secondly, because it will give more food 
for talk. It's bad, very bad,— but, mercy me! it is nearly 
nine o'clock. I should be in the kitchen. Is there any- 
thing else you wish, ma'am? 

ANNA (with effort)— No, thank, you. 

MRS. GOODCHEER— You must not take the matter to 
heart, dear madam; when one has a good conscience, then 
one can let the people go ahead and talk; and with Mr. 
Jones it isn't as with the German gentleman. Baron von 
Klabenock, in whose household I was also housekeeper. 
It's nearly forty years ago; I was then but little more than 
a girl, but had to appear in court, thoug^h I could give no 
evidence. The young are not always wise, and the young 
wife of the old Count Palzow — well the old count must 
have known a thing or two, and, in consequence, fought 
with Baron Klabenock, in our woods; for one day Baron 
Klabenock did not return, and for six weeks there was no 
tracer of him, though he was searched for high and low. 
At last, one day in October, the coachman's dog was heard 
barking furiously in the woods, and was found with a 
glove in his mouth; it was shown to the police, said to be 
the Baron's glove, and, sure enough, his body was found 
deep in the woods, and, near by, the powder Img of Count 
Palzow, who, when he saw the officers arrive on his place, 
said, "I have long been waiting for this," and shot him- 
self dead. 

ANNA (does not answer, but looks straight ahead in an 
absent-minded manner.) 

MRS. GOQDCHBER— Well now, I must really go. I 
trust, madam, I have not annoyed you by remaining so 
long. (E2zit Mrs. Groodcheer.) 

ANNA (drawing a relieved breath)— Thank God, at last 
she has gone. At last I am alone. (Goes to the back of 
the room and opens, one after another, some travelling 
satchels, and takes from one a handkerchief, in which is 
rolled a key. She unfolds the handkerchief, and a large 
old-fashioned key is brought forth. She holds it near the 
lamp and rube it with a handkerchief.) ThesQ spots. 
Merciful heavens, are they only rust? (Rubs harder) They 
look so red. (Sadly) Oh Livewell, Livewell! No, no, 
good Gk)d, with my life I shall shield him; he is innocent; 
no matter what happens, I shall never lose faith in his 
Innocence. (Steps and voices are heard.) They are 
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coming! (Quickly hides the key in her pocket.) Oh! my 
Ood! the fright, the dread is stifling me. 

UVEWELL (entering hurriedly) — You can imagine J 
was beside myself w(hen (sees Anna and starts). Toa 
here? This is very thoughtful of you. I mean that you 
have come to join us here! Let me introduce my friend, 
my best friend, Dr. Alfred Brown. 

DR. BROWN (closely following Livewell, embarrassed) 
— Dear Mrs. Jones, I — welcome to Jonesville. How I 
have looked forward to this pleasure — welcome, welcome. 
(Takes her hand; aside) She is quite different from what 
I had pictured her; no wonder he 'hesitated to tell her. 

(The conversation is forced and dragging.) 

ANNA — I am really pleased to meet you at last, doctor. 
Livewell has told me so many interesting things about 
you that I could not wait for you to seek me, but came 
instead to look for you in my husband's sanctum. 

LIVEWELL— I am quite jealous. 

DR. BROWN (embarrassed)— I am, indeed, happy. 

LIVEWELL — Are you rested, dear? You were so tired. 

ANNA — I feel quite myself again, thank you. 

(4 little pause.) 

DR. BROWN— I find it very warm in this room. 

LIVEWEI^Lr—How can you say so; I find it just the 
contrary. / 

DR. BROWN— It must be that the air is very oppressive 
to-night. Do you not find it warm, Mrs. Jones? 

ANNA — Yes, I also find the air* oppressive. 

(Pause.) 

LIVEWELL— Have you no patients to visit to-night, 
doctor? 

ANNA— I had hoped the doctor would stay to supper 
with us. 

DR. BROWN— You are very kind! 

ANNA— It will be late, I fear. 

DR. BROWN— All the better, for then I can beg you 
to excuse me for a little while, ^ I 
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ANNA— A sick call? 

DR. BROWN— No, but the young men from the office 
are expecting me. They intend to serenade you to cele- 
brate the event. 

LIVETWELLf— Oh! dear, why did you allow it. You 
know how much I dislike anything of the kind. Let 
James go around and tell them not to come. 

ANNA—No, no, it would be such a disappointment after 
they have been to so much pains to prepare the surprise 
for us. 

LIVEWELLr— Anyway it is too late. Things of that 
kind are only suitable when they occur on the arrival — 
that is, Just at the opportune moment. 

DR. BROWN— You are right. Live well; they should be 
prepared for the opportune moment. Woe to them who 
allow the opportune moment to slip. 

LIVEWBLL (impatiently)— Well, this time it has been 
allowed to slip. 

DR. BROWN — Lost opportunities ca^ sometimes be re- 
gained; but, of course, the right man is needed! 

LIVBWBLL (annoyed)— Perhaps I am not the right 
man! 

DR. BROWN— No, in this instance you are not. 

LIVEWBLL (angrily)- In no instance, in your eyes! 
Talk away if you wish. I am already quite used to your 
so friendly judgments! 

• DR. BROWN (angrily)— Then they should no longer sur- 
prise you as they seem to do in the present instance. 
(Takes his hat and cane.) I hope, dear Mrs. Jones — 

ANNA (quickly)— You must remain. I will not allow 
this. It is the first time I have seen you and Livewell 
together, and you quarrel and want to separate in anger! 
You will remain, won't you? 

LIVEWELLr-Alf red ! 

DR. BROWN— Your wish, dear madam, Is for me a 
command. 

LIVEWELL— That is right, Alfi-ed! And now tell us 
what has happened in our town during all these past 
leeeks! 
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DR. BROWN— Let's, see! First of all, dear madam, 
something that will be of Interest to you! 

ANNA— To me? 

DR. BROWN— Yes; do you know that you will find an 
old acquaintance here? Some one who takes the great- 
est interest in you and your husband. 

ANNA— An old acquaintance here in Jonesville? You 
make me very curious! 

DR. BROWN— A man whose greatest disappointment it 
was to be obliged to leave Smithville the week before 
your marriage, and, therefore, unable to grace the feast 
with his person and his poetry. 

ANNA— Poetry? Surely not Mr. Whitis? 

DR. BROWN— The very same! 

LIVBWE5LLr— What, that disagreeable fellow here? 

DR. BROWN (to Ann^— Do you also find him dis- 
agreeable? 

ANNA— He considered himself a friend of the family 
for years; therefore, came often to the house. 

DR. BROWN— Yes, he boasts of it, and is, therefore, 
very sorry to be only able to continue the custom for six 
weeks, as his position as temporary chief of police in 
Jonesville lasts only that long. 

LIVEWELLi— I think he will not continue the custom 
at all. I cannot bear the man. 

DR. BROWN— Is the dislike not mutual? 

ANNA— I do not believe his feelings toward me are of 
the kindest. I once deeply wounded his vanity, and that, 
men of his stamp seldom forget 

DR. BROWN — Ah! how much is made clear to me! 
Now I understand the great energy he displays in a cer- 
tain affair! Well, well, well! You have probably not 
yet heard the story, dear madam, but Livewell will explain 
it— later. Not friendship, then, but revenge, prompted 
his untiring efforts, his so energetical invest^ations! 
Oh! oh! you must beware of that man! (To Anna) lier- 
clful heavens, what is the matter? 
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AJ»INA (who had been listening In nervous dread to 
his words, breaks out in heart-broken sobs.) 

UVEWELL. (much troubled)— Anna, darling, what is 
it? 

ANNA (with effort)— The effects of the Journey prob- 
ably. My nerves are overwrought. You see, doctor, I 
am in a hurry to belong on the list of your patients. But 
it is already over. Really, Ldvewell, dear, there is no 
reason to worry about me! 

(A knock.) 

LIVBWELL— Come in. 

MRS. GOODCHEIER— Pardon me, but here is a tele- 
gram. Is there an answer? 

UVEWELL (opening it)— No!— wait! Have the car- 
riage ordered. (Exit Mrs. Goodcheer.) 

ANNA— What is it? 

LIVEWELL (drops the despatch and stares absent- 
mindedly ahead, without answering.) 

ANNA \(frightened)— What has happened? Tell me! 
Is my mother ill — or my father— 

LJVEWELL (starting)— What— sick, no! They will ar- 
rive this evening! (Hands her the despatch.) 

ANNA (taking it, reads it quickly,— gladly)— They are 
coming! They are coming! Oh, how glad I am, how glad! 

DR. BROWN— You have, indeed, cause for joy. (Aside 
to Livewell) Are you at last going to reveal facts? 

ANNA — Do let us hurry! You will have to excuse us, 
doctor, for I shall go with Livewell to the station. No, 
that won't do,— after all it will be better— what did I 
mean to say — 

DR. BROWN— I think you mean to say that it will be 
better if I go to meet your parents. 

LIVEWELL (quickly)— By no means! 

DR. BROWN— I could not miss them, so few passengers 
arrive by that night train, and you will have many pre- 
parations to make. 

LIVjBi w iuLLr— Preparations ? I know of none? 

DR. BROWN— Would you have your parents-in-law eftt 
with wooden spoons? 
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UVEWBLL— It can't be helped! 

DR. BROWN— Why did you lose the key? 

LIVETWELLr-It's lost now once for all. 

DR. BROWN— Have the lock forced! 

LIVEWELL— That .would take several hours. 

DR. BROWN— Break the door down. 

LIVEWEiLLr— That door? (Points to the heavy bars.) 
If you wish to try it, go ahead! 

DR. BROWN—Something must be done, as all your sil- 
ver is in the closet. 

LIVEWELL— Well, the key is lost, and nothing can be 
done. Time presses. I must hurry. Will you come with 
me, Alfred? 

ANNA — Please, doctor, remain with me. I shall be 
lonely otherwise. You don't need company, Livewell, 
dear. 

LIVEWELL (annoyed)— Very well. I suppose I shall 
have to go alone. (Exit Livewell.) 

DR. BROWN (taking his hat) — I am sorry, my dear Mrs. 
Jones, but — 

ANNA (going towards him, excitedly)— Don't go! Don't 
go. I must speak to you! 

DR. BROWN (putting his hat down again)— If I can be 
of any help! 

ANNA (after a pause)— Doctor, I ask you to remain be- 
cause I must speak to you about Livewell, — ^he acts so 
strangely — seems so troubled — for some time-^and yes- 
terday, during the long journey — and since our arrival. 
I don't know what to make of it. Livewell is hiding some- 
thing from me, something that is causing him worry. 
You are his oldest, his best friend. 

DR. BROWN (walks across the room and back; aside) — 
Shall I tell her? No, that would not be the act of a friend. 
Love forgives a great deal, but cowardice it could not 
overlook. Livewell himself must tear the net within 
which he has caught himself. (He seats himself opposite 
to her, and is somewhat embarrassed.) You would like 
me to enlighten you as to Livewell's peculiar conduct. 
H'm,— yes— if only I,— I don't know if you will understaibd 
me. 
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AKNA—Oh, yes, I shall, doctor. 

DR. BROWN— Who knows. You are no doubt familiar 
with the saying, **The skeleton in the closet?" 

ANNA—Yes, I have often heard it, but could never quite 
understand the meaning. 

DR. BROWN— Yet the words have a meaning. Sk^^le- 
ton, the word has not a nice sound in lay ears; naturally 
death is never an altogether welcome guest. A skeleton 
in a graveyard, that may pass, but out of it— what did you 
say? 

ANNA (shudderingly)— I? Nothing. 

DR. BROWN— Now keep in mind the one point, and 
from that we shall try to discover the meaning. We have 
the point, the dark spot. A dark spot is to be found in 
every existence; every family has had its dark spot: a 
son who turned out badly — a daughter who eloped, etc. 
Well, they all form themselves into the one skeleton, like 
acute illnesses in chronic complaints. One needs genera- 
tions to form <a real skeleton in the closet. Do you under, 
stand? 

ANNA— Only in part! 

DR. BROWN— Take for instance a case like the follow- 
ing: We have a large commercial house, the business of 
which extends to all parts of the world, ships carrying its 
merchandise sail o'er all the waters. Ah! well — the 
grandfather, through whose means the house originated, 
was a doctor, but his father, who laid the foundation of the 
fortune which was to build the house, was a barber, and, 
as he made his money plying the razor, he stipulated in 
his will, not only that the barber sign should hang in a 
most prominent place from the front of the house, but 
also that each of his descendants, under penalty of losing 
his share of the fortune, should have a barber shop in 
active operation, and to serve therein an apprenticeship, 
if only for a few weeks. Can you not understand, my dear 
young lady, what a trial that must be for a man standing 
high in his profession, and what a skeleton that must be 
itt the family closet to have a' barber's shingle in the 
coat of arms! 

ANNA (who does not understand)— I,— oh, yes!— it 
can't be agreeable. But what has that to do wHh Liver- 
well? 
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DR. BROWN (asid^)— Morcy, she does not comprelrafid, 
she hasn't the least idea. 

ANNA (aside)— If I only knew what he wished to in- 
sinuate — he says such strange things, and I have such a 
feeling of dread. (Gets up.) I helieve, doctor, I will go 
to the kitchen a moment to see how supper is progress- 
ing. 

DR. BROWN— Wait one moment until I tell you the part 
the women play in the story of the closet's skeleton. 

ANNA— The women? 

DR. BROWN— Yes. For the original owner the s^le- 
ton is wrapped in the gloom of age; it no longer stands 
forth so glaringly. But now comes a young woman into 
the house! She is not of the same flesh and blood; she 
has no pity for the skeleton, no sympathy with it; she 
only finds it laughable or horrible — she is only ashamed of 
it, — and that is perhaps b^st if only the man is clever 
enough to say before his marriage: Under the steps^ lies 
the skeleton of my house; thus and so it looks, and now 
marry me if you have the courage. But if he remains 
silent, if he has not the courage to confess the skeleton; 
that, then, is bad. When the young wife is Ignorant of 
its existence, and innocently asks her husband to show 
her all the splendid old family silver in the old wall 
closet, to which he has lost the key. And the husband, 
seeing it has come to the point when he must confess, 
opens the closet; and, well, the silver is all there shining 
and sparkling in its brightness! But the skeleton sits 
there also, and chatters and grins, saying: "I salute you, 
fair lady! You and I, we belong together; you know, 
that you are now also married to me." (The wind iiowls 
and slams the shutters.) 

ANNA (terrified)- For the mercy of heaven, tell me 
what is in that closet! I — I — first — Mrs. Goodcheer — then 
there, through the door! Tell me everything, I beg of you, 
doctor— it is— it is about John Flitterer! 

DR. BROWN— John Flitterer! (Aside) I shall let her 
remain under that impression. (Aloud) Yes, yes! The 
mad fellow. Now that you know it, you can understand 
he causes us much worry. He will hardly have broken 
his neck, but who Is drowned is just as dead. 

ANNA— Is John Flitterer the skeleton? ^ j 
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DK. BROWN— I have not yet dissected it. But what 
is not, in the meanwhile may be. 

ANNA— You speak in riddles! What is it? 

DR. BROWN— There is but one person on earth who 
can tell you, and that is Livewell, but it seems that with 
the key he has lost all courage. — 

ANNA— I-^I have the key. 

DR. BROWN (disconcerted)— ^What— you— you have the 
key?— What is to happen next? 

ANNA— It was only a joke — truly, I think it was In 
Atlanta— 

DR. BROWN— You wished to return it to him when you 
arrived here? 

ANNA — Yea— yes, only at first I forgot it. I was so 
worried on Livewell's account — he was often so melan- 
choly, so absent-minded — (with tears) — I suffered such 
torments wondering how I had lost his affection and how 
I could regain it. One thought constantly troubled me, 
that I did not make him happy and never will. And this 
evening, when Mrs. Goodc^eer told me so many thinge— 
such dreadful things — and about this closet 

DR. BROWN— Surely you would not believe the non- 
sensical gossip of the servants. 

ANNA (looking up, more calmly)— It is only on his ac- 
count that I am troubled, and if you can assure me that 
there is no truth in it all — the servants tell such dread- 
ful things. 

DR. BROWN— Gossip— all gossip! 

ANNA— Yes, but they will continue their talk as long 
as that young man remains hidden; and, oh! merciful 
heavens, should he never return! Should he be dead and 
the dreadful mystery remain unsolved, the awful suspicion 
— for he is suspected, that I have had to hear. — 

DR. BROWN— You must not let yourself be troubled 
by such foolish talk. 

ANNA (suddenly takes from her pocket the key and 
hands it to Dr. 9rown)— Is that blood? ^ , 
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DR. BROWN (examines the key and gives a frightened 
start — ^after a moment, calmly) — That could only be de- 
cided after a chemical analysis. 

ANNA (sinking into a chair— In tones of deep grief) — It 
is blood! It is blood! 

DR. BROWN (slowly, with much sympathy)— And if It 
should be — ^and should the event and its consequences 
never be cleared, as Livewell himself— and I believe it 
as truly as I am his friend — knows only the beginning 
and not the ending — it is the bad intention that makes 
the criminal, not the act — so in the eyes of friendship 
he will ever be innocent — could he, therefore, in the eyes 
of love— be guilty? 

ANNA (passionately) — No! never! never! 

DR. BROWN— God bless you! (A moment's pause) Take 
courage. How could Livewell have gone with you before 
the altar if he had not known himself to be perfectly in- 
nocent! And should misfortune fall upon him — it is in 
misfortune true love is proved — should yours be found 
wanting? — 

ANNA (crying, shakes her head)^My love and trust 
shall not be shaken! 

DR. BROWN— Again, God bless you! —(A knock)— 
Come in! 

MRS. GOODCHBER— A letter! 

ANNA— For me? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Yes! It was delivered some time 
ago — but I could not summon up sufficient courage to 
bring it to you. 

ANNA (puts out her hand for the letter)— Give it to me! 

MRS. GOODCHEER (still keeping the letter)— Control 
yourself, dear madam, and do not be too frightened, it 
may not be anything so very bad, and anyway you cannot 
prevent it— the letter is from the Chief of Police. 

ANNA (quietly)— You may go! 

MRS. GOODCHEER (hands her the letter), 

ANNA (takes the letter and opens it). 
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MRS. GOODCHEER (aside)--How she can make believe! 
—I never saw her equal. How can she do it! 

ANNA (coldly)— Are you waiting for anything, Mrs. 
Goodcheer? • 

MRS. GOODCHEER— I thought you might have some 
orders to give, madam. 

ANNA — No, you may go (continues reading her letter). 

MRS. (K)ODCHBER (snappishly)— Very well. (Aside, 
on leaving) Ha, your pride will yet fall — only wait. 
(Exit.) 

ANNA (sarcastically, while reading)— Oh! what a noble 
man. 

DR. BROWN— May I ask what it is? 

ANNA— A letter from Mr. White. He announces his 
visit for this evening — (reads aloud) — Dear Madam — Some 
information which was received by the police authorities 
ap hour or so ago, about a certain, most unhappy affair, 
the, until now, unsolved mystery of the complete disap- 
pearance of a young man, in the employ of your husband, 
forces me this evening to make, at least, a partial search 
through your house. It is hardly necessary to assure you 
that it will be carried on in the quietest and' most in- 
dulgent way possible. I know that your parents are to 
arrive this evening, perhaps you will allow me to call and 
welcome them, and in that way my real errand would be 
made less noticeable. — Dear Madam, I shall make no 
apology for my action, it would be out of place. It is my 
fate to be put in a bad light in your eyes, and I must bear 
it. Stronger than any other is the sense of duty, and to 
that, no matter what the cost, I must remain faithful. 
Most respectfully yours, Oscar White. 

DR. BROWN— And when is he to arrive? 

ANNA— When?— I do not know— soon probably— I hear 
steps— most likely it is— Oh! please, please, dear doctor, 
receive him — I cannot receive the creature just yet! 

DR. BROWN— If you wish. 

ANNA— And please arrange to get him out of this room 
for a while. 
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DR. BROWN— What do you intend to do? 

ANNA — I intend— (a knock)Y-too late — ^promlBe to do 
as I ask! (Exit to the left — a second knock.) 

DR. BROWN— Come in! 

MR. WHITE (entering)— Oh! you are here, doctor! 

DR. BROWN — Yes to represent Mrs. Jones, who is too 
111 to be seen. 

MR. WHITE— I am indeed grieve^ to hear It, as weil 
as over the unhappy cause that brings me here. 

DR. BROWN— Which nevertheless was most de»ired 
by you. 

MR. WHITE— By .me?— 

DR. BROWN— You, at least, did everything in your 
power to bring it about. 

MR. WHITE— I—? 

DR. BROWN— Yes, vague rumors only were heard in 
the town, and not until you left no stone unturned to 
strengthen them, to bring them before the authorities 

MR. WHITE (interrupting him)— I have done nothing 
that you would not have done in my place. The indica- 
tions are such that any District Attorney would have had 
the man arrested immediately. 

DR. BROWN (contemptuously)— And may one ask what 
these indications are? 

MR. WHITE— The young man never left this room 
alive — that is certain.— 

DR. BROWN— Not at all.— 

MR. WHITE— The secret passage exists. 

DR. BROWN (laughs contemptuously). 

MR, WHITE— Oh! laugh, if you wish— I know It as a 
positive fact. I have in my possession an old plan of this 
house in which the passage is designated.^ 
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DR. BROWN— Nursery tales— man, nursery tales.— It 
may have existed in past generationB— but now— non- 
aense! 

MR. WHITE— And the boots? 

DR. BROWN— Which boots? 

MR. WHITE— The boots that John Flitterer wore on 
the night the crime was committed, and which I myself 
found near the old pine tree where the outlet of the secret 
passage is said to be! 

DR. BROWN (wipes the perspiration from his forehead 
—aside)— Merciful heavens! (Aloud) Well, well, surely an 
old pair of boots are not held as proof. Who told you that 
they even belonged to John Flitterer? 

MR. WHITE — The shoemaker who made them, doctor, 
and he is willing to swear to it at any time. 

DR. BROWN (troubled— aside)— The man is a very 
devil! (Aloud) On the evening in question John Flitterer 
had on his bedroom slippers. That he jumped out of the 
window is certain — the impression of his foot, as the 
ground there is soft, is distinctly to be seen. You can see 
it now, if you wish, as I had placed a board over the spot. 

MR. WHITE— Indeed! 

DR. BROWN— Come, and I shall show it to you. 

MR. WHITE— If you wish— though it will have no effect 
—I am positive as regards my case— but as we have about 
a quarter of an hour to spare — (Exit to the right.) 

ANNA (appears, after some moments, from the left, 
looks carefully about, then hurries to the door at the 
right and locks it; during this time John Flitterer appears 
Ulso from the left and hurriedly hides himself behind 
one of the window curtains. John Flitterer is mentioned 
in the list of characters only as Mr. Jones' clerk, that 
the plot may not beforehand be suspected. He is a fine- 
looking young man of about twenty years. — After locking 
the door at the right, Anna returns and locks the one at 
the left, then stands for a moment with her hand on her 
side.) — How my heart beats! But it must be done! and 
quickly— time presses! (Takes the key from her pocket 
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and goes quickly to the closet, which she opens-^a large 
board falls out making a loud noise, she does not notice 
it, but opens the other door, the closet being divided Into 
two parts; the left side contains shelves on which is a 
aplendid array of silver — the right side is empty and re- 
sembles the entrance to some small room, so that one 
might readily imagine it to be the entrance to a secret 
passage.) 

ANNA (stands undecided before the closet) — Light, I 
musfhave a light! (She goes to the table and takes from 
it a taper and lights it.) 

JOliN FLITTERBR (slips from behind the curtain and 
into the closet — in a muffled tone) — What do you seek? 

ANNA (appalled)— Mercy! mercy! what was that? 

JOHN FLITTERER (appearing in the opening of the 
closet— aloud, politely and smilingly) — Can I perhaps 
help you? 

ANNA (turns and sees him, she screams aloud and 
presses her hands on her breast — after a moment's pause) 
—John Flltterer? 

JOHN FLITTERER (folds his arms across his breast 
and bows low) — Out of the House of Asra, whose descend- 
ants die, if not forgiven by the heroine. 

ANNA (with a sigh of relief)— You— you are John Fllt- 
terer and alive? 

JOHN FLITTERER (gallantly)— Only as long as you 
permit. 

ANNA (gladly)— But how— how did you get in? 

JOHN FLITTERER— In here?— Why, I followed you, 
that was easy enough, but to get into the house, that was 
rather hard, yet no one saw me, except that old donkey 
James, and he took me for my own ghost — what fun It 
was to fool him. 

ANNA— Where have you been hiding yourself? 

JOHN— Oh— After my salto mortale out of the window 
and the flight over the garden wall— a nice performance, 
dear madam. 

ANNA— -But do tell me where you have been. 
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JOHN— Don't speak of it! Oh! such weeks— nothing but 
thorns across my pathway. I joined a little theatrical 
company and we went from place to place. I stood it as 
long as I could and then gave up serving the Muses, and 
since two days have been back in Jonesville, in hiding, 
by my friend Martin, from whom I heard, to my great 
amusement, the wonderful stories that were in circula- 
tion over my disappearance, and that the new Chief of 
Police was obtaining all manner of marvelous informa- 
tion to put down in his minute book. 

ANNA— The new Chief of Police— the great friend of 
my family. 

JOHN — Dear me, how Martin and I led him on! We 
wrote to him anonymously and told him to look near the 
old pine tree, on the hill, and he would find some pieces 
of John Flitterer's clothing hidden by Mr. Jones who had 
carried them through the secret passage — we had put an 
old pair of my boots there — and then to examine the wall 
closet in this room and he would find the skeleton in the 
closet. 

ANNA— The skeleton! The skeleton! 

JOHN — It is rather a strong expression — a favorite one 
of Dr. Brown's.— But, here it lies! 

ANNA— Where— what— ? 

JOHN — That which on your account had to go Into the 
dark closet, after having for more than two hundred years 
enjoyed fresh air and liberty! — 

ANNA— But what is it? 

JOHN — We put it here the eve of your wedding— has 
he not told you about it? — 

ANNA— What is it?— You must tell me! 

JOHN — A board — and do you know what is written 
on it? 

ANNA — As it is not transparent — no! 

JOHN (turns over the board that had fallen out of the 
closet) — There! 

ANNA— What does it say? 

JOHN — Mercy — are then the letters not large enough?' 
(Spells out) Grocery store. 
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ANNA— What means this joke? 

JOHN— Joke do you call it? Joke— that which has cost 
my dear good friend and employer so many hitter days 
and nights.— Read here in the left corner: Founded in 
1664 — ^and here in the other corner: Renovatum 1854.— 
Under this window it has hung for more than two hundred 
year»— until that night — do you not know what happened 
on that night? 

ANNA— No! 

JOHN— Well, on that night Mr. Jones said to me: "John, 
they do not yet know that I, the great merchant, the multi- 
millionaire, whose houses branch out over all parts of the 
globe, whose ships sail over all the waters, keep also a 
little shop — SL little two-penny shop, like the most pitiful 
shopkeeper! You don't know what it would mean to 
them, her father is a senator — her mother bom a 
Van Dusenberry, a distant cousin of the Vanburgers— 
all with noble blood in their veins— why, for such 
people to be the keeper of a little shop — you don't know 
with what contempt they would look upon it— they would 
never allow their daughter to marry me." "What have 
the parents to do with it," I said, "when once you have 
won your bride?" "John," he answered, "if I told her 
I do not believe she would marry me. "Then let her go," 
I said. Forgive me, you see I did not know you then. 
He went on to say, "You know, John, she is already mak- 
ing a great sacrifice in accepting my name, and. would 
she, do you think, accept with it an open store?"— "But 
the shop you've got and the shop you must keep." — "Yes, 
and acknowledge it I must— but only after the wedding! 
If only I had the courage, but I have not got it, and I 
won't get it until she sefes the sign when we have come 
home. Oh! I must tell her, she must not find it out her- 
self. But there hangs the sign— that sign will reveal all!" 
It was then the idea came to me to take the sign from its 
hooks and place it in this closet. He was delighted, em- 
braced me and gave the key in my keeping! 

ANNA— Well— but 

JOHN— But you wish to know why we quarreled? 
Well, you see I thought with the key, I had him in my 
pocket as well. I pretended I was going to betray hit 
secret — of course, I would never have done it. I onl^^ 
meant to tease him, and the wine had gone somewhat to 
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DOT kead. He believed it— was furious, and demanded the 
key. I did not want to give it, but he forced it from me, 
and in the struggle the key, which is large and heavy, 
struck my head with such force that my nose bled, and I 
was thrown against the table, which, with all that was 
on it, I knocked over. — I sprang to my feet, saying: "You 
have struck me, now for revenge!" and away I sprang out 
of the window. — Only when I arrived in Martin's cottage 
did I again fully regain my senses and acknowledge my 
folly! 

ANNA Gistening)— What's that? Carriages returning 
from the station? 

JOHN— Yes, the evening express train is in, the pas- 
sengers are arriving. 

ANNA— Then they will be here directly— hurry, my 
dear John! • , 

JOHN— What do you want to do? 

ANNA— The sign must return to its place— is it heavy? 
tJohn lifts the sign and drags it to the window — Anna 
opens the window.) * 

JOHN— So — ready! (They push it out together and ar- 
range it in its place.) 

ANNA— May It be God's will, to long let it hang! 

JOHN (closing the window)— An angel is its pro- 
tectoress! 

ANNA-— Flatterer! Now hurry— be quick! 

JOHN— What? 

ANNA — You must be the skeleton! 

JOHN— That is jolly— that will be a joke! (Gk>es into 
the closet.) 

ANNA— Close the door! The carriage is drawing up. 
(She goes to the door at the left and unlocks it.) 

JOHN (peeping through the crack of the closet door)— 
May I rattle and moan as a living skeleton? 

ANNA— No, you must keep as still as a mouse! (9he 
goes to the right and unlocks the door, then pushes an 
etetrle belL) 
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JOHN (opens a crack in the closet door)— Dear Mrs: 
Jones! 

ANNA— Well?— 

JOHN— Had you known, you would have married him 
anyhow — would you not? 

ANNA— Close the door quickly— they are coming! (John 
closes the closet door.) 

MRS. GOODCHBER (through the door at the right)— 
Mrs. Jones! 

ANNA— Is supper served? 

MRS. GOODCHEER— It is just ready to serve,— hut 
what am I to do ahout the silver? 

ANNA— I shall give it out later. 

MRS. GOODCHEER— How— what— the— 

ANNA (energetically)'— Please send James over to the 
young men from the office. Everything is to be as ar- 
ranged, — and Mr. Jones takes pleasure in inviting them 
for dinner to-morrow. 

MRS. GOODCHEER— Have you the— 

ANNA— Please do not delay; the message must be sent 
immediately. You may have the supper served. (Turns 
her back.) 

MRS. GOODCHEER (aside)— Well, if she can't act a 
part! It is astonishing. But It won't help her any. 

JOHN (sticking his head out) — May I rattle and moan 
a little now? 

ANNA— Still as a mouse! 

JOHN— Still— still, restless spirit! (Closes the door.) 

ANNA (folds her hands and says in a glad voice) — How 
I thank thee, dear Lord, for this so happy ending! 

MR. SMITH (opening the door, enters, followed by Mrs. 
Smith, Livewell, Dr. Brown, Mr. White)— My darling 
child, my little Anna! 

ANNA (throwing herself in his arms)— Father! dear 
dear father! (Embraces her mother) Dear mother, how 
happy I am! 

MRS. SMITH— My precious child! 

UVEWEI^ (aside to Dr. Brown)— Now I shall tell 
everything, before them all. That shall be the punishment 
of my cowardice! . \ 

DR. BROWN— Not just yet— please Introduce me first! • 
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LIVBWBLL— Allow me to introduce my friend. Dr. 
Brown. 

SMITH AND HIS WIFE— Delighted. 

LIVBWELLr— Mr. White is known to you! 

MR. WHITE — Allow the truest friend of your family 
to— 

JOHN FLITTBRBR (in the closet, laughs scornfully and 
uncannily) — Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

(All look astounded.) 

MRS. SMITH— Who is laughing? 

UVEWBLL (in low tones, to Dr. Brown) — ^Play no jokes. 
(Aloud to all) .Please allow me a few words! 

DR. BROWN — Undef" no circumstances. He wants to 
hold forth in a long speech. Do not allow it, my dear 
Mrs. Jones. 

ANNA — ^By no means — not until we are at table; then 
I shall be delighted — and to-morrow you can renew your 
speech, for I have invited all the young men in your office 
to dinner, as well as the clerks from our shop. Yes, yes, 
mother, we possess a little shop, which has been in the 
family for I don't know how many generations. I can't 
tell you when I have enjoyed anything so much as 
this little shop — the entire income of which, three thou- 
sand dollars yearly, Livewell has given me for pocket 
money — think of it. We wished to surprise you, so Ldve- 
vell even had the sign taken down, but I had it put out - 
again, because I'm proud of my little shop. 

(Livewell and Dr. Browcn look at each other in perfect 
astonishment.) 

ANNA— But, mother, dear, that is not all; we possess a 
"Skeleton in the closet." That is very aristocratic, isn't 
it? You will make Its acquaintance, for it is to sup 
with us! Do not be frightened, it is perfectly harmless. 
Let it out, Livewell; here is the key! (Gives the closet 
key to him) You, Mr. White, are quite enthusiastic on the 
subject of our skeleton! ' 

LIVEWELL (stands as though turned into stone.) 

JOHN (opens the closet door and steps into the room.) 

LIVEWELL (delightedly)— John! 

JOHN— My dear, good friend! (Throws himself Into 
Livewell's outstretched arms.) 

(All stand in astonishment.) 
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JOHN— I beg your pardon, ladies and genUemea, my 
name is Jolin Flitterer. Ah! Mr. White, my deepest regard. 
I am delighted to make your worthy acquaintance. My 
flesh is somewhat reduced, kind friends, but then it is no 
fun to be locked in utter darkness for a period of six 
weeks, my only entertainment an evening walk through 
the secret passage to the hill at the foot of the pine, and a 
little nightly game of cards with the pirate captains who 
stripped me of all my possessions, even of my boots! Can 
you imagine such covetousness, my dear Mr. White? 

MRS. SMITH— But nrhat is the meaning of all this? 

DR. BROWN—You will know all directly. (Continues 
speaking to her in low tones.) 

ANNA (in low tones to Livewell) — Forgive me, Livewell! 

LiyBWBLLr-I forgive you? 

ANNA — They had nearly driven me mad. 

LIVEWELL— Anna, my dearest Anna, from now on I 
shall live only on your mercy. 

ANNA — On my love, Livewell! 

(A quartet of male voices is heard beneath the win- 
dows.) 

MR. SMITH— What is that? 

DR. BROWN— A quartet sung by Mr. Jones' employees, 
words by your humble servant, in honor bf the bride and 
groom's home-coming! 

MRS. GOODCHEER (from the left)— Supper is served! 

MR. SMITH (taking Anna's arm on going out>--Anna, 
dear, I'll tell your mother that I knew about the shop! 
Shall I? 

ANNA (nods assent; exit both.) 

MRS. SMITH (taking Livewell's arm)~I do not believe 
a word, my dear son, of the joke about the shop. (Exit 
both.) 

DR. BROWN (pointing to the open door)— Mr. White, 
will you kindly? 

MR. WHITE (taking up his hat)— Thank you!— business 
engagement. (Turns to leave by the door at the right) 

JOHN (sarcastically)— But surely, Mr. White, you won't 
deprive us of the pleasure of your company! 

(END.) 
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